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SUMMER JOBS,  l972




The  excitement  about  a  summer  job  began  late
in  March  of  »72  when  I  received  an  offer  to  work
for  simpson  Timber  Company  in  Portland,  Oregon.
I was  so enthusiastic about the coming summer that
I   almost  forgot   that  the   quarter  wasn]t   over   and
that  it  might  be  a  good  idea  to  continue  studying.
Upon  finishing  my  last  final,   I  picked  up  my
passenger  and  made  tracks  for  Portland,  the  <<Rose
Capital.'J   Two  and  a  half  days  later,  we  made  it.
Oregon,   land   of   the   tall   timber   and   majestic
Mount Hood,  is  a fantastic  place  to  gain  job  experi-
ence.   Aside  from  the  varied  trails,  timbered  areas,
mountain  climbing,  wine,  women,  and  merry-mak-
ing,  there  wasn't much  in  the  area  of  extracurricu-
lar  activities.
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At   the   Chemical   Division   of   Simpson  Timber
company  paper  is  treated  with  phenolic  and  poly-
ester  resins.    Every  two  to  four  hours,   1O,000  feet
of  paper  was  impregnated  with  resin,  cut  into  the
proper length,  put on pauets,  and prepared for  ship-
ping.    Quality  control  is  a  very  important  Part   Of
making  this  operation  a  success.    Identifying  prob-
lems,  solving  problems,  and  being  alert  to  possible
malfunctions  before   they   arise   are   also  important
in  quality  control.   Manual  inspection  for  defects  is
a  tedious,  monotonous  and  tiring  job  but  must  be
done until  some  young  and  aspiring man,  like  your-
self,  develops  a  better  method.    The  above  descrip-
lion  was   a   summary   of  my  first   two  weeks   with
Simpson.
From  this point  on,  my job was  a unique experi-
ence.    I  was  given  two  assignments:   conducting  a
time  and  motion  study  and  compiling  a  parts  list
for their maintenance people.   I had no direct  super-
vision.   This  was  my  opportunity  to  use  my  own  in-
genuity  and  personal  ideas  and  attempt  to  achieve
noteworthy  results.   This  was  not  only  challenging`
but  at  times  frustrating,  although  a  worthwhile  ex-
perience.   Also,  during  my  time  and  motion  studies,
I made a few critical personnel reports.   If there was
ever  a time  to  support  statements with  fact  and  evi-
deuce,  this  was  it!
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My  final  project  was  one  that  kept  me  busy  for
about  twenty-one working days.   Have you  ever been
told  to  itemize  the  parts  of  a  machine  or  drive  as-
sembly or trace down and identify a jungle of break-
er  boxes  and  440  electrical  outlets?    In  addition,  I
was to devise  a coding system  and tag the machines.
That  was  my  task  and  I  had  two weeks  to  do  it  in.
It  didn't  take  long  to  realize  that  the  magnitude  of
the  job  was  larger  than  the  time  I  was  allotted.   It
was  time  to  do  some  quick  thinking  and  find   the
answer.   My  solution  was  to  ask  permission  to  work
seven  days  a week  for  the  first  three  weeks  in  Aug-
ust,  thus  craming  fifteen  working  days  into  a  two
week  period.   This  way  I  could  complete  or  nearly
finiish  my  assignment  and  be  able  to  quit  a  week
early  and  still  draw  a  months  wages.    In  the  end
my  list  was  eighty  pages  (although  not  quite  com-
plete),  my monthJs  wages was  earned,  and  I  got my
week  vacation  to  see  the  West.
Two  Hood  Moutain  Maids  and  Me.
My  leisure  time  was  spent  at  home  and  climb-
ing  Mount  Hood.   Although  my  first  attempt  was  a
failure  (we  were  called  off  by  the  ski  patrol),  the
second  assult  with  an  experienced  mountainclimber
proved   to   be   a   success,   even   though   we   battled
freezing  rain,   cloud   cover,   blowing   snow   and   50
mph  winds.   Retuming  from  the  summit,  I  slipped
only  twice  on  the  30  degree  icy  slope  that  lay  just
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above  a  crevass  of  unknown  depth!  I'm  just  glad  I
had  practiced  self-arrest,   a  method  for  stopping  a
fall  on  the  slopes.   Mountain  climbing is  an intrigu-
ing   and   challenging   sport.    I  look  forward   to   my
next  climb.
Oregon  has  a  great  variety  of  people.   I  met  two
of  the  extremes  ranging  from  a  man  who  told  this
farm  boy  I  would not  get  back  to  Iowa in  one  piece
to  the  complete  strangers  who  gave  me  free  `room
and  board  and  the  use  of  their  household  for  two
months.   I  am greatly indebted to this generous fam-
ily.   It  would  be  nice  if  the  world  had  more  people
lj.ke  these.    Needless  to  say,  I  have  made  a  lasting
friendship.
My  homeward  trip  took  me  through  sam  Fran-
cisco,   Log  Angeles,   across   the   southwest   on   route
66,  north  to  Kansas  City,  and  ISU-bound  on  I-35.
Washington Monsoon
By ROGER JOHNSON
I  spent  my  summer  working  for  Kern9s  Fumi-
lure in Hoquiam, Washington.   Hoquiam is  about 40
miles west of Olympia and lies on the shore of Gray's
Harbor,   about   15   miles   inland   from   the   pacific
Coast.   I  spent  most  of my  time  putting  wood  putty
in  knot  holes,  and  as  a  whole  the  job  was  about  as
exciting  as  a  Botany  31O  lab,  but  the  entire   area
surrounding the harbor was dependent upon  the for-
est for its  economic livelihood  and  was  an  excellent
place   for   an   Iowa   forester   to   become   acquainted
with  Northwest  forestry.   Hoquiam  lies  in  the  rain
shadow  of  the  Olympic  Mountains  and  gets  about
8O-90 inches  of rain  per year,  mostly in the winter.
I  arrived  in  Hoquiam  June   1,  and  didn]t  even  see
the   sun  for   about   a  month,   everyday  looked   just
like  the  one  before  it-overcast  and  rainy-really
was hard  to  get used  to.
Weekends   provided   quite   a   change   from   the
weekday boredom,  as  the  area  was  just packed  with
places  to  go  and  do.   I  spent  weekends  in  olympic
National Park, Mt.  Rainier National Park, the beach,
Vancouver  Island,  Seattle,  and  Portland.  Jim  Dean
was  working for  Simpson  Timber Company in  Port-
land,  and  we  made  an  attempt  to  get  to  the  top  of
Mt.  Hood,  but  the  snow became  to  soft  so we  tumed
back  about  200  vertical  feet  from  the  top,  and  slid
down  the  mountain  on  our  rear  ends  with  plastic
bags.
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Bruce Fischer was also working in Hoquiam,  and
we  found  a  way  to  get  a  tour  of  Weaverhaeuser's
new  office  in  Tacoma.    This  had  to  be  one.  of  the
summer's  highlights,  as  we  got  a  tour  of  the  whole
place,  plus  a  free  lunch.   The  office  sort  of  spans  a
ravine,  and looks like  a dam from  the freeway.   The
bottom level £s a dam and is used to impound  a small
lake  immediately  to  the  north  of  the  building.  The
building  extends  for  nearly  a  quarter  mile  between
two hills, roof overhangs  on  all floors  are planted in
natural  vegetation,  making  it  possible  to  walk  from
one  hill  to  the  other  without  ever  leaving  the  grass.
An  in  all,  it  is  the  most  impressive  Piece  Of  arChi-
tecture  I've  ever  seen,  was  really  a  pad.
Although  my  job  was  nothing  fancy,  I  had  the
chance to visit six National Parks,  and went through
Nebraska,  Wyoming,  Montana,  Idaho,  Washington,
oregon,   Nevada,   Utah,   and   Colorado.    If   anybody
has   any   wood   puttying   problems,   please   contact
Bruce  Fischer  or  myself,  make  no  doubt  about  it-
tt,c fo7tOW  about wood Putty.
Forester Without Trees
By BRUCE WIGHT
Last  summer  I  worked  for  the  Soil  Conservation
service  in  the  rugged  country  of  Southern  Iowa.  It
wasn't  really  the  type  of  job  I  had  in  mind  when  I
first began looking for a summer job in January  and
February.   Like most foresters, I had visions of work-
ing  in  the  tall  timber  country  of  the  Rocky  Moun-
tains   or   the  Northwest.    But  with   the   scarcity   of
jobs,  I  followed  every  lead  tha.t  came  along.   I  kept
my   eyes   peeled   on  the   bulletin  board   at   the   Ag.
placement   Office   for   any   companies   interviewing
that might  be interested in foresters.
I  found  out  that  foresters  were  qualified  for  PO-
sitions   as   soil  conservationists  with  the   Soil   Con-
servation  service.    Having  nothing  to  lose,  I  inter-
viewed  them  in  February  and  sent  my  application
in  for   a   student   trainee   position.    I   felt   I   really
botched   the   interview   so   I   continued   looking   for
jobs.   But  in  the  latter  part  of  March,  I  received  a
telephone  call  from  SCS  wanting  to  know  if  I  was
still   interested.    I   was   quite   surprised   and   didnjt
know quite what to  tell them,  so  I made  an  appoint-
ment  to  talk  with  them  the  next  day.
Since  there  was  a  chance  I  could  get  a  perman-
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ent  job  by  being  on  their  training  program,  and  I
would  be  working  under  a  £lorester  who  graduated
from  Iowa  State,  I  decided  to  give  it  a  try.    I  was
kind  of  apprehensive  about  the  job  because  I  didnJt
know  just  what  I  would  be  expected  to  know  and
do.     I   hoped   Dr.   Scholtes»   soils   course   would   be
enough.
I   started   the   day   after   Memorial   Day   at   the
osceola  work  unit  of  the  clarke  County  Soil  and
water  conservation District.   I  spent  the  entire  first
day  reading  a  whole  stack  of  pamphlets  and  book-
lets  for new  sos  employees  and learning  their filing
and  record  keeping  systems.   I  was  somewhat  bored
by  the  time  5:OO  rolled  around,  but  I  realized  you
have  to leam  something  about  the rules  and regula-
lions  of  an  organization  before  you  can  get  down
to  business.
The   succeeding   days   found   me   doing   a.   Wide
variety  of  duties.   My  supervisor had  a  training  out-
line  two  pages  long.   He  hoped  to  at  least  introduce
me  to  all  the  phases  of  the  Soil  Conservation  Ser-
vice.   I  spent  the  majority  of  my  time  assisting  the
technicians  in laying  out  conservation  practices  like
ponds,  terraces,  diversions,  etc.    I  also  spent  quite
a lot of time working on prenminary planning for a
watershed  project  in  the  district.    Using  aerial  pho-
tog,  soil maps,  and  land  use  history,  I  estimated  the
amount  of  soil  loss  above  each  proposed  structure.
since  it  was  a  pretty  good  size  watershed,  with  ap-
proximately  twenty  structures,  I  didn't  quite  get  it
all  done.
Besides working with  the  technicians in the field
and  the  watershed  project,  I  also  spent  time  with
various  specialists  like  a  soil  scientist,  biologist,  ag-
ronomist,  and engineer, learning about some of their
duties   and  how   they   assist   the   District   Conserva-
tionists   on   special  problems.    I   also  learned   about
the  cooperation  between  other  government  agencies
like   ASCS,   the   Extension   Service,   and   the   Iowa
conservation  commission  with  SCS.   I  was  involved
in  some  public  relations  work,  too.   I  was  called  up-
on  to  write  a  couple  of  feature  articles  for  the  local
newspaper  plus  taking  pictures  to  be  used in  future
newspaper releases.   Although  I  wasn't working in  a
forest,  I  did  have  some  work  with  trees.    I  helped
certify  windbreaks  to  make  sure  they  were  spaced
correctly  and  the  correct  species in  each row.  When-
ever  one  of  the  local  people  found  out  I  was  a  for-
ester,  they  always  had   some   problem  with   one   of
their  trees   and  wanted  to  know  what  was  wrong
with  it.   I  didnJt  always  know  what  the  cause  of  the
problem  was,  but  I  did  know  who  they  could   ask
that  would  know.
Although  my  job  was  not  a  forestry  job  in  the
strictest  terms,  it  was  a  resource  management  posi-
lion.   In fact,  I  was  involved in  the  management  of
our  two  largest  natural  resources:   water  and   soil.
The  job  was  very interesting  and  Challenging,  and  I
have  decided  to  continue  with  the  Soil  Conservation
Service  when  I  graduate.
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September  1,1972 marked the end of my  second
summer  with  the  Forest  Service  on  the  Snoqualmie
National   Forest.     I   worked   on   the   White   River
Ranger  District  which  bordered  Mount  Rainer  Natl
Park  on  the  north   side   and  was   stationed   at   the
Silver  Creek  Guard  Station,  a  relic  from  the  195O's
where  a  crew  of  fifty  or  so  men  were  used  to  be
based.    Now  the  population  was   a  whopping  two;
my  supervisor  and  I.   It  was  a  great  place  to  save
your   govemment   earnings,   the   nearest   town   was
thirty  miles  away  and  the  neighborhood  bar  a  mere
thirteen.
I  was  one  of  the  lucky  ones  to  break  in  to  the
Forest   Service   on   a   student   requisition   and   was
hired  as  a  Forestry  Aid  in  fire  control.   I  worked  in
the capacity as the  assistant district fireman  and my
major responsibility was  to  be  on  alert  with  the  dis-
trict's  300  gallon  firetruck  throughout  the  summer.
The  other duties  I performed were weather data  col-
lection,  road patrol,  supply delivery for the lookouts,
fire fighting,  and public relations.
Under  it  all  is  Lonesome  Lake!
The  first  summer  I  was  there  it  rained  for  a
month   and   stopped   on   July   6.    That   rain   storm
marked   the   first   westem   Washington   monsoon   I
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had  experienced  and  I  realized  how  appropriate  the
label   of  the   <<Asbestos   District'»  was.    The   summer
really  began   to   shape   up  with   excitement   in   all
forms:  a.  summer home  fire,  a burning  auto,  a bear
ripping off all of my pancake flour,  and  three weeks
of  <cCat  Pile  Sitting  101  (MTWTF  4:00-7:00  PM)J'.
The  summer  passed  by  fast  and  the  time  came  to
leave  the  mountainous  stands  of douglas  fir  and  re-
tum  to  the  bumps  of  Iowa.
Last   summer   was   more   rewarding   because   I
knew more about the district, personnel, and another
Iowa  State  Forester  was  working  in  the  immediate
area.    Warren  Filbert   decided   to   drop   out   of   the
Foreign  Legion  in  Idaho  and   go   to  work  for  the
Park  Service  at  Mount  Rainier.   Now  I  had  an  op-
portunity  to  get  away  from  Silver  Creek  when  my
few  days  off  came  around.   I  reported  for  work  on
the  morning  of  June  26  and  that  aftemoon  was  a
horseman  on  a  fire  line.   Two  days  and  three  pair
of  gloves  later,  the  prescribed  cat  pile  burning  was
totally  out.    This   summer  had   started   out   on   the
right  foot,  over  the  course  of  eight  weeks  I  spotted
three  fires  on  my   own   and   played   the  role   of   a
sector boss  on  the  last.   Cat pile  sitting was  dropped
from  my  duties  which  allowed  me  to  get  out  on  the
more  and  concentrate  on  public  relations.   Looking
back,  working  fire  control  does  have  its  merits  in
paying for  the  education  but  does  lack  somewhat in
learning  forest  management  skills  but  I  feel  it  wa,s
a  worthwhile  experience.
66Yes, I am really
the Park Ranger"
By APRIL McDONALD
As  part  of  an  experiment  by  the   story  county
Conservation  Board,  I  became  the  first  woman  park
officer  in  the  area.   Many  visitors  (expecially  men)
at   Hickory   Grove   Park   east   of   Ames   had   some
trouble  accepting  the  fact  that  women  are  now  ac-
tively  working  in  the  natural  resources  field.
Although  Park  Rangerette  was  my  official  title,
I  served  as  everything  from  acting  park  officer  to
latrine  cleaner.   My  major  duties  were  creel  census,
camper  registration,  and  public  relations;   but  hav-
ing  a  very  undiscriminating  (and  understaffed)  em-
ployer,  I  also  performed  all  the  duties  of  my  seven
male   co-workers.    A   few   of   these   included   litter
pick-up,    gardening,    tree    planting,    maintenance,
clean-up,  picnic  table  painting,  park  and  lake  pa-
trol,  and  care  and  feeding  of  3600  baby  catfish.
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The   creel  census  was  my  most  interesting  job.
Eleven  days  a  month  were  devoted  to  counting  and
interviewing  fishermen   and  identification   and   siz-
ing  of  their  fish.   Each  creel  day  was  divided  into
either  a  6  a.m.  to  2  p.m.  shift  or  2  p.m.  to  10  p.m.
shift  with  counts  made  every  two  hours.
Identification  and  number  of  fish  were  the  creel
objectives,  but  people  and  public  relations  were  my
objectives.    I  interviewed   anglers  from   age  five   to
85  and  from  as  far  away  _as  Romania,  Hong  Kong,
and  scotland.    I  weighed  a  two  ounce  blue  gill,  a
nine   pound   catfish   and   almost   everything   inbe-
tween.    I  also  took  the  blame  for  bad  fishing,  our
bumper  crop  of  algae,  and  the  weather.
Although   the   majority   of   park   visitors   were
friendly   and   considerate   Hickory   Grove   had   its
share  of litter,  over-crowding,  and  complaints.  Each
weekend  I  explained  to  visitors  why  trailers  weren9t
allowed  on the baseball field,  why cars must remain
in  the  parking  lot,  and  why  trees  could  not  be  cut
down  in  order  to  make  room  for  more  tents.    But
my  job  had  more   good  moments   than  bad   ones.
Quiet Iowa sunrises with  only meadowlarks for com-
pany,  fields  of  bright  wildflowers,  and  watching  a
little boy catch his first fish made the problems  seem
more  tolerable.
Hickory Grove is a small park, but it has its prob-
lens just  as  all other parks  and recreation  areas  are
facing.    My  first  job  experience  in  outdoor  recrea-
lion  taught  me  that  although  a  knowledge  of  bio-
logical  facts   and  concepts  is  necessary,   an  under-
standing  of  people  is  essential;  for  without  people
the  field  of  Outdoor  Recreation  wouldn9t  exist.
City Slicker
By WALT KALEN
The  past  summer for me involved  gaining inval-
uable  urban  forestry  experience.   I  want  to  say  <{un-
valuable,'» but that wouldnJt be  the whole truth.  Even
I  couldnJt  work  a  whole  summer  and  not  come  up
with something tangible.
I  think  we  are  all  aware  of  the  fact  that  our
chosen profession yields little in the way of monetary
rewards,  unless  we  teach  it.   My  job  was  your  stan-
dard $2.50 per hour experience-getter.
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when  Mike  Weger  and  I  were  hired  we  were
told   it  would   be   in   the   supervisory   capacity.    In
charge  of  the  high  school  summer  help,  we   were.
They didn't  show up  the first week  SO  I learned  their
duties  first  hand.   I  spent  my  8  hours  on  the  busi-
ness end  of a broom,  heavy  duty,  and  a rake.   So  as
soon  as  the  street  crew  would  drop  a  tree,  I  would
start raking  the  twigs  and  sweeping up  the  sawdust.
Stimulating to say the least.
Before I forget I must give credit to my employer,
the   Des  Moines  Forestry  Department.    They  didn't
pay me however, so I canJt blame them for that.   The
federally funded urban Corps was  actually my bene-
factor.
The  second  week  my  stalwart  crew  showed  up,
all  two of  them,  for  a  hard  summer  Of  being  Super-
vised.  Actually,  I  was  lucky  in  that  mine  wanted  tO
work   so   they   didn't   need  much   supervision-this
left me free to  apply my education  to  the  other  jobs
in the crew.
I  learned  how  to  operate  the  Hi-Ranger  and  do
the   pruning  and   tree-top  work.    The   Hi-Ranger  is
similar  to  the  boom  truck  you  see  the  power  com-
pany changing street lights with.   It was  easy to run
because  there was  only  one  lever  and it worked  just
like  the  stick  in  an  airplane.   You  wanted  to  move
slow  up  there  however  or  the  truck  would  tip  over
or you would  get  thrown  out  of  the bucket.
The  most  gratifying  experience  was  learning  tO
run  the  clam  Loader.   This  was  a  hydraulically  op-
Crated  brush   and  log  loader.    It  had  five   different
levers  that  were  used  to  perform  the  various  tricks
required  to  pick  up  and  load  a  log.   I  dug  up  more
sod  and  scraped  concrete  down  to  the  steel  rods  be-
fore   my   manual   dexterity   improved   to   the   point
where  I was  a proficient  Clam  operator.
I  put  in  many  hours  on  the  chain  saw.   When-
ever we had to drop a tree that was covered in poison
ivy,   I   got   the   honor.    Through   grea.t   care   and   a
shower every  night,  I  didnJt  get  so  much  as  one  blis-
ter, poison ivy that is.   I had more  than my  share  of
blisters.
The   most   enjoyable   part   of   the   day   was   our
lunch  hour.   Five  or  six  of  us  would  indulge  in  a
little game of chance.   Many days this was more pro-
fitable than working, others it didn't pay to  show up,
The crew was  an alright gang, for City employees.
They  had  esprit  de  corps  which  is  rare  in  govern-
ment work.   sure, some had their petty dislikes.  Long
hair, beards,  foremen,  and  college  students  were  the
ones  I  recall  off-hand.   They  were  a  great  bunch  of
guys  and knew their jobs,  another rarity.  They work-
ed  harder  than  any  other  crew  I  observed  last  sum-
mer.   To  be  honest,  this  still  wasnJt  a  back  breaking
pace!
In  parting,  I  would  add  that  the  job  was  inter-
esting,  but  I  wouldn't  recommend  it  to  anyone  un-
less   they   are   either   interested   in   urban   forestry
orhard up for a job, as was my case.
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TRNMP
By LINDA WRAGE
Located in  the  Badlands  region of North  Dakota
is    Theodore    Roosevelt    National    Memorial    Park.
When   Brig.   Gen.   Alfred   Sully   (opposed   the   Sioux
Indians)  first  viewed  the  area  in  1864,  he  described
the  Badlands  as  <thell  with  the  fires  out'',  and  when
I  too  saw  the  area  for  the  first  time  this  past  sum-
mer I  could  very easily  see  what  he  meant.   He  also
attributed  the  adjectives  <<great  and  majestic9J  to  the
North Dakota Badlands  and it didn't take me long to
feel  that  those  words  were  just  a  beginning  in  de-
scribing the landscape.
Theodore   Roosevelt  National  Memorial   Park  is
located  in  the  far  westem  portion  of  North  Dakota
and  is  a relatively  small  park,  110  sq.  miles  divided
into  2  sections  about  7O  miles  apart.    It  was  here
that   I   spent   my   summer  working   as   a   seasonal
rangerette   with   5   other  women   and   lO   seasonal
rangers.   The  primary  duties  of  the  guys  were  road
patrol,   nature   walks,    campfire   programs,    camp-
ground  attendent,   and  horse  patrol  at  one  of  the
scenic  overlooks.   The  duties  of  the rangerettes  were
centered   around   the   Visitor   Center   and   Entrance
Station  Oocally  known  as  the  <<entrancing''  station!).
Our  days  usually  consisted  of  spending  about  4
hours  in  the  entrance  station  and  4  hours  in  the
visitor  center.   I  don't  think  I  can  really  say  which
place  I  liked  working  better  because  I  enjoyed  both
places   so  much   and   each   had   so   many   different
things  to  offer  that  you  could  never  really  get  tired
of  either  place.   The  biggest  thing  to  keep  in  mind
while you were in the entrance  station was  that you
were  the  first  person  the  public  came  into  contact
with  and  it  was  up  to  you  to  give  them  a  good  im-
pression  of  the  Park  Service.
About  half  of  the  time  in  the  visitor  center  is
spent  giving  tours  of  a  small  log  cabin  that  Theo-
dore  Roosevelt  first lived in  when,  in  1883,  he  came
out   to  that  area  to  hunt  buffalo   and  later  invest
in  the  ranching  business.    There  was  usually  one
other  girl  at  the  information  desk  with  you.   cabin
tours  were  15  minutes  long,  which  meant  that  you
would  take  a  tour  out  for  15  min.  while  she  stayed
at  the  desk,  then  she  would  take  the  next  tour  out
while  you  were  at  the  desk.    Therefore,  if  it  hap-
pened  to be  one  of those  days  in which  you  were  at
the  desk  all  day  and  it  was   a  really  busy  day,  it
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would  be  possible  for  you  to  give  16  cabin  tours  a
day.   That  was  probably  the  most  challenging  part
of   the   whole   summer-trying   to   keep   your   talk
from  sounding  like  it  is  the  umpteenth  one  you've
given  that  day!   Other  duties  while  at  the  informa-
lion  desk  were  to  announce  and  start  the  introduc-
tory  slide  show,  handle  the  sales  counter,  get  the
next  tour  group  ready,   answer  questions,   and   an-
swer the radio  and  telephone in the  back office.  one
of the things that ama.zed me the most was the calm,
assured   exterior  that  we   always   presented   to   the
public,  while  ccbehind  the  scenes''  there  was  always
something  happening  out  in  the  park  that  the  pub-
lic  never  knew  about!
Probably  the  most  frightening  thing  of  all  the
new  things  I  leamed  and  did  was  that  first  cabin
tour.   The  very  first  thing  I  had  to  do  on  my  first
day  of  work  was  take  a  group  on  a  tour.   I  was  so
nervous  that  I  know  I  forgot  at 'least  half  of  the
stuff  I  wanted  to  remember  to  say!  Fortunately  my
Sample  of  local  surroundings
first  group  consisted  of  4  elderly  ladies  who  were
very  understanding.    The  first  tour  was  the  worst,
almost  immediately   after   that   you   felt   like   you»d
been  doing it  for months.
The  great  variety   of  people   that  make   up   the
great  American  public  never  ceased  to  amaze  me.
The  experience I  gained in working with  and handl-
47
ing  people  in  those  3  short  months  was  probably
greater  than  all  the  experience  I  had  had  prior  to
this  past  summer.   I  am  planning  on  returning  to
T.R.N.M.P.  next  summer  and  I  am  sure  that  it  will
be  just  as  exciting  and  rewarding  as  last  summer
Was.
Yellow River State Forest
By BRAD UPFIELD
Spending   a   summer  at   Yellow   State  Forest   in
Northeast  Iowa  is  many  things  to  many  people.  For
me  it  was  a  summer  job  for  the  summer  of  1970.
Yellow  River  State  Forest  is  located  in  the  midst  of
spectacular   bluffs   along   the   Mississippi   River.    It
is  one  of  the  most  beautiful  places  in  Iowa.
My  living  quarters  for  the  summer  was  a  one-
room   cabin  within  the  Forest  itself.    This   allowed
Doug Johnson  (ISU  student working  at Yellow River)
and  I  to  keep  a  close  eye  on  the  campers  and  they
in turn  keep  us  busy  answering  questions.
My  job  was  broken  down  into  2  areas:    Recre-
ation  area  maintenance  which  included  trail  main-
tenance,  and  picnic  and  camping  area  clean  up;  my
other  main  responsibility  was  the  maintenance  of
hardwood  and  conifer  plantations.   There  has  been
a  number  of  conifer  and  black  walnut  plantations
planted in the past  12 years  and I pruned black wal-
nuts  and  mowed  around  trees  most  of  the  summer.
On  weekends   Doug  and   I   were   the   only   ones
working at  the Forest so our time was  spent  keeping
the  large  number  of  recreationists  which  used  the
area  on  weekends  happy.    Public   relations  was   of
prime importance at all times.
One  of  the  most  interesting  parts  of  the  job  be-
sides working with the people in the recreation  areas
was working with the  lO-12 inmates from the Luster
Heights  work  release   camp  for  inmates   from  the
Men's Reformatory  at Anamosa.   The inmates  would
work   daily  on   the   Forests  providing  much   of  the
needed work force.
It was  a  most interesting  summer  and  I  realized
you  don't have  to  leave  Iowa.  to  work  in  a  forest,  at
least not one with out big trees.
Brad  Upfield
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Life at Summit Creek Guard




summit creek Guard Station can be found in the
HahnJs  Peak  District  of  the  Routt  National  Forest
located  in  northwestern  Colorado.   During  the  sum-
mer  of  ]72,  I  was lucky  enough  to  be  assigned  there
with  the Forest  Service.
The  Routt  National  Forest is  heavily  counted  on
for  the  five  major land  uses.   Cattle  and  sheep  graz-
ing is  found  throughout  and  the  water problem  fac-
ing  Colorado  demands  intensive  watershed  manage-
ment on Forest Service land.   The population  around
the Routt is  growing at an incredible rate,  thus plac-
ing  exceptional  burdens  on  the  recreational  facili-
ties.    In   1972,  housing  developments  were   started,
which  when  finished  will  provide  homes  for  up  to
4O,OOO  new  residents.    This  increase  in  population
threatens  the  current balance of multiple use  on for-
est land  by  creating  the  problems  of pollution,  sani-
tation,   water   supply,   wildlife   habitat   destruction,
and  just  plain  overuse.    There  is  also  the  old  prob-
lem  of  meeting  timber  demand  while  keeping  the
forest  in  a  sustained  yield  rotation.
I  did  some  o£  my  own  cooking!
I  was  hired  as  a  forestry  aid  and  found  myself
working with  3 other student foresters.   Our primary
job  consisted  of  setting  up  timber  sales  in  lodgepole
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pine  and  spruce-firm  stands.   Each  timber  sale  was
made  up  of  ten  to  twenty  blocks,  these  ranging  in
size  from  6  to  60  acres.   We  began  each  sale  by  rib-
boning  the  block  boundaries  with  the  aid  of  aerial
photographs,  and  then marking  the  boundaries  with
blue  paint.    The  next  step  was  to  tranverse  all` the
block  boundaries,  determine  the  area  and  map  the
sale.    Lodgepole   pine  was   always   clearout,   but   in
spruce-firm   stands   we   marked   about   3397o    of   the
volume  for  selective  group  cutting,  basing  our  sel-
ection  on  wind-firmness  and  vigor.    After  this  was
completed,  we  cruised  the  area  using  the  variable
plot  size  method.    This  was  done  by  using  a  real-
scope  and  a  basal  area  factor  of  2O   to  determine
whether  or  not  trees  were  within  the  sample  plot.
For  each  sample  plot  we  noted  height,  dbh,  repro-
duction,    slope,   boggy   ground,   exposed   rock   and
windfall.   Regardless  of  the  area  within  a  sale,  we
always   used   from   68-72   sample   plots.    This   was
how we  kept  busy from  8  to  5,  Monday  through  Fri-
day,  June  through  August.
The   closest   social   life   was   a   35   mile   drive
through  moutains  and  over dirt roads,  so  during  the
week  we  were  stuck  at  Summit  Creek.   Nights  were
spent   reading   and   writing   until   eye   strain   and
writer's   cramp   set  in.    Then  we   started  practicing
some  conclave  events  of which  tobacco  spitting  was
the  most  popular.    After  a  hard  night  of  chewing,
the front walk was  a disaster area.   When  the nights
were rainy, we  spread newspaper on the  station floor
and  continued   our  practice.    A  Minnesota  forester
won  the  prize  for  the highest  spit  when  he  streaked
the living room ceiling and a Michigan  State forester
won  the  prize  for  the  shortest  spit  when  he  lost  his
dinner the first night he  chewed.  As  the summer pro-
gressed,  we  lived  for  the  weekends  which  we  spent
in  Steamboat  Springs.   Steamboat  Springs  is  a  win-
ter  and   summer  resort   town  with   plenty   of  pure
Rocky   Mountain   Spring   Water   and   Pure   Rocky
Mountain  Girls.    To  sum  up  the  summer,  I  would
say  that I learned more  about forestry by being with
the  Forest  Service  for  three  months,  as  opposed  to
being  in  a  classroom  for  nine  months  and  I  had  a
great  time  doing it.
Rocky Mountain High
By KIRK JOHNSON
In  the  spring  quarter  of  1972,  I  was  one  of  the
lucky  few  who   got  one   of  the   very  thinly   spread
requisitions  for  a  job  that  next  summer.   My  requi-
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sition  led  me  to  Norwood,  Colorado  and  a  job  with
the   Forest   Service   on   the   Uncompaghre   National
Forest.   More  of  the  area's  tourism  goes  to  the  bet-
ter  known  sister  forest,  The  Grand  Mesa  National
Forest,  but  Uncompaghre  has  some  magnificent  at-
fractions   also,   some  of  which  I  was   able  to  work
and live  in  during part  of the  summer.
The  first   2  weeks  were   spent   thinning   timber
and   getting   acquainted   with   the   character   of   a
homelite   chainsaw.    All   the   summer   employment
was  on  this  thinning  until  about  one  week  before
the  4th  of  July.    At  that  time,  the  recreation  and
range   people   finally  were   alloted   some   money   so
they  could work  at what  they had  planned  on  doing
when  they  first  arrived.   At  this  time,  the  four-man
trail  crew  of  which  I  was   a  part,  began  to  work
trails,  which  is  what  the  requisition  had   said  we
would  be  doing.    After  4  weeks  of  some  fantastic
scenery,  and  hard  work  on  the  trails,  they  ran  out
of  trail  money,  and  we  moved  on  to  marking  tim-
ber.
In  seven  days,  four  of  us  marked  over  2  mil-
lion  boa`rd  feet  of  ponderosa  pine  which  probably
averaged  30   to  33  inches  DBH.    They  had   alloted
about  2  full weeks  for  the  job,  but  we  were  just  too
efficient,  so  to  our distress we had  to  trade  our spray
guns  in  for  the  good  old  homelites  and  more  thin-
ning.
My  crew  boss  and  I  spent  the  last  2  weeks  thin-
ning  by  ourselves,  and  I'll  have  to  admit  that  at  the
end  of  the  summer  after  6l/_,  weeks  of  that  chain-
saw roar in my ears, I was rather happy  to head for
home.
It  was  a  very  rewarding  summer,  though,   and
in  spit  of  the  flies  and  the  roar  of  the  wilderness
rapers  (chainsaws),  I  loved  every  minute  of  it  and
will  probably  go  back  again  next  summer.
Park Intern
By MARK  ACKELSON
I  was  somewhat  torn  between  park  administra-
tion  and park planning.   I,  therefore, wanted  a  sum-
mer  job  that  would  expose  me  to  both.
My  wants  were  satisfied  by  the  Department  of
Parks and Recreation of Indianapolis,  Indiana.  I was
accepted for  the  1972  Summer  Intern  Program.  The
brochures  on  the  Intern  Program  promised   educa-
tion,  opportunity  and  experience.   In  the  three  sum-
mer  months,  I  was  to  get  a  concentrated  dosage  of
all   three.
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Ten  undergraduate  and  graduate  students,  ma-
joring  in park  and  recreation  administration,  fores-
try  and/or  conservation,  were  accepted  for  the  pro-
gram.   Eight  Universities  from  across  the  U.S.  were
represented.
The Intem Program  consisted  of four options  of
which  the  intem  was  to  concentrate  on  one.   The
options  were  Park  Resources,  Administration,  Park
Maintenance   and   Operations,   and   Planning   and
Engineering.
For  seven  weeks  I  worked  in  Planning  and  En-
gineering.  I  was  assigned  a  seven  acre  park  to  de-
sign.   I  took  charge  of  the  survey  crew  for  the  topo
survey  and then brought the data into the office  and
prepared  the  design.   The  design  and  cost  estimate
were   then   presented   to   the   Executive   Board   and
they  were   accepted  with   construction  to  begin  in
September.
I  then  spent  two  weeks  with  a  landscape  con-
struction  crew   and  was  put  in   charge   of   several
projects.
My   remaining   two   weeks   were   split   between
Park  Maintenance  and  Park  Resources  (Urban  For-
estry).
In  addition  to  our  regular  job  assignments  we
participated  in  all  Executive  Board  meetings,  Park
Board meetings,  Staff meetings,  and  our own  Intem
meetings.   We  were  encouraged  to  participate  and
many  of  our  ideas  were  incoporated  into  the  sys-
tem.
We  also  took  several  field  trips  and  tours.    We
visited   Oglebay  Regional  Park  in  Wheeling,   West
Virginia,  the  Indiana  State  Fish  Hatcher,   Indiana
State  Forest  and  Nursery,  Genesee  County Park  and
Recreation    Commission    at   Flint,    Michigan    and
Spring  Mill  State  Park  of  Indiana.
In  addition  to  the  prescribed  work  experiences,
each  intern was  required  to  assemble  and  present  a
slide-tape  presentation  on  a  subject  pertinent  to  the
department.   My  subject was  the need for new  types
of  surfacing in  park  areas.   It  seemed  to  have  quite
a  favorable  impact  on  the  department.
The  best  part  of  the  summer was  our  living  ac-
commodations.    We   fived   in   a   summer   mansion
(formerly  Eli  LillyJs  of  Lilly Pharmaceuticals)  which
was in  a  3,OOO  acre  CITY park  (largest in U.S.)  that
surrounded  a  1,5OO  acre  reservoir.    Even  though  it
was  within  the   city  limits,   we  enjoyed   a   solitude
that few there  enjoy.   We  were  also  allowed  the  use
of all the facilities.
It  was  a  great  learning  experience  and  I  hope




By TOM W. LINDER
Summertime   in   Northern   Wisconsin   is   some-
thing  everyone  should  experience   at  least  once  in
their life.   The  extreme  variety  in  both  weather  and
topography  add  an  unforgetable  experience  to  each
explorers  life.
I  use  the  term  explorer because in  essence  that9s
what  I  have  been  for  the  past  two  summers  work-
ing  for  Owens-Illinois   Forest  Products   Division   at
Tomahawk,   Wise.   O-I   owns   about   258   thousand
acres  in  their  Northem  Woodlands  Tract,  of  which
my  partner  and  I  crusied  approx.  20  thousand  over
the  past  two  summers.   A  majority  of  our  stand  de-
scription  covered  land  recently  acquired  from  Wis-
consin Really in a mass  acreage  sale.   The monotony
of  cruising  was  broken  up  by  numerous  other  pro-
jects.
O  and  I9s  next  president.
In  mid-June  we  constructed  an  8  foot  high  deer
fence  around  one  acre  to  enclose  hybrid  aspen  re-
generation  (75  postholes  by  hand!).    We   also   took
part  in  a  number  of  mill  studies,  CFI  plot  location,
and  an  APA mechanical harvester  study.   The  prep-
aration  of  a  nature  trail  improvement  report  was
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another  aspect  of  our  experience.   The  fact  that  it
rained  about  6097o   of  the  time  (or  it  seemed  to)  did
not  stop  our work  as  we  simply  moved  inside  to  an
immense  amount  of  calculating,  map  preparation,
and  photo  stand  delineation.
We  were  fortunate  to  have  as  our  supervisor,  a
fine  technical  forester  in  Skip  Johnson  who  did  his
best  to  provide  us  with  a  work  experience  that  was
educational  as  well  as  productive.   Each  two  weeks
we  took part  in  a  training  session  that  varied  in its
scope  from  ecological  discussions   to  the  operation
of  a  chain  saw.   Furthermore,  each  month  we  were
allowed to  sit in  on  the management meetings.
Our  living  facilities  consisted  of  a  small  cabin
on  a  typical  Wisconsin  lakefront.   We  had  our  own
pick-up  for  transportation  and  access  to  two  ATV's
if  it  became  necessary,  as  it  often  did,  to  reach  an
especially  remote  swamp  area.
The  variety  of  jobs  undertaken,   and  the   com-
plete   change   of   social   atmosphere   contributed   to
making  my   two   summers  in   Northern   Wisconsin
educational  as  well  as  enjoyable.
My  special  thanks  to  Mr.  Marlo  Burgy  and  Mr.
Skip  Johnson  for  providing  me  with  this  opportuni-
tv.
Summer Job
By RANDY  HOLL
The  summer  morning  stillness  is  broken  by  the
whine   of   a   small   cloud   of   mosquitoes   along   the
riverbank.    Two  great  blue  herons  and  a  couple  of
common   egrets   make   their   daily   pass   over   our
maintenance  truck  as  we  disturb  them  from  their
feeding  slough.    Itjs  a  beautiful  morning  along  the
Iowa  River.
We  climb  lazily  out  of  the  trusty  green  pick-up
with  the  words  Marshall County  Conservation  Board
artfully  pasted  on  the  door.    our  mission-prepare
the  park  for  another  weekend  of use.   The  morning
air   is   invigorating   and   soon   we're   busy   mowing,
cutting  firewood,  picking  up  garbage   and  swatting
mosquitoes.    Another  day  might  find  is  cutting  up
dead  elms,  doing  trail maintenance,  painting,  plant-
ing  wildlife  forage,  or  any  number  of  simple,  but
necessary  chores.
Marshall  County is  located  directly  east  of Ames
and  Story  County.    Divided  diagonally  by  the  Iowa
River,   the   county   owns   and   maintains   ten   areas
with   a   total   acreage   of   about   700.    The   focus   of
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these  areas  is  the  river,  with  a  wildlife  area,  a  for-
est   preserve,   two   picnicking   and   camping   areas,
and  two  primarily  river  access  facilities  adjacent  to
the  stream.
The   Marshall   County   Conservation   Board   ad-
ministers  the  areas  and  in  my  second  summer  of
employment   with   the   County,   I   was   able   to   get
some  management  input,  a  lot  of  practical  experi-
ence,   and  an  unbelievable  proficiency  in   swatting
mosquitoes.
Birds, Bees and the Trees
By MIKE BONDI
I  spent  my  summer  working  for  the  Forest  Re-
search  Institute  of  Finland,  at  a  Tree  Breeding  Ex-
periment   Station.    This   happened   to  be   the   same
station  where  Dr.  Cordon  spent  a  good  deal  of  his
time  while  studying  in  Finland  as  a  Fulbright  Fel-
low.    Besides   being   a   tremendous   educational   ex-
perience,  it  turned  out  to  be  fascinating  living  in  a
totally  different  culture.   In  addition,  I  had  the  op-
portunity  to  travel  and  see,  first  hand,  many  things
I  have  only  seen  in  books-never  dreaming  to  be
there  myself.
Thinking back to last summer almost a year ago,
I begin remembering all of the preparation that went
into  my  overseas  joumey,   the   anxieties   of  travel-
ling  alone  and  to  a  place  unknown,  as  well  as  just
the  different  feeling  of  being  on  the  <{other  side''  of
the  world.
It  all began in February when  I received  a letter
from    Dr.    Veikko    Koski,    a    close    friend    of    Dr.
Gordon]s,  offering me  a  job  with  the  Research  lnsti-
lute.   From that point on, the fun really began, pass-
port   applications,  pictures,   medical  reports,   airline
reservations   (and   airplane  company  strikes!),   were
just  a few  of  the  nerve-racking features  of  trying  to
get  out  of  the  country  for  the  summer.
But  somehow,  it  all  worked  out:   I  took  off  from
my  home  in  Minneapolis  on  schedule,  and  I  even
landed   on   time!    What   more   than   this,   not   long
after I arrived in Helsinki, while waiting for my lug-
gage,  I  heard  my  name  being  called  over  the  loud
speaker.    So,  after  a  journey  of  12,OOO  miles,  there
I  stood,  already  with  one  friend.
My  work   at  the  breeding  station  was  involved
with   nearly   all   of   the   aspects   of   tree   breeding.
Among my first jobs were isolation  of female flowers
in  Scotch  Pine  clonal  orchards,  pollination  and  pol-
len  collection.    Most  all  of  my  work  was  either  out-
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side or in the nearby greenhouses.
A  good  deal  of  our  work  at  the  station  was  in-
volved  with  <{Early  Tests'j.   This  is  a  technique  used
to  determine  superiority  in  plants  (trees)  and  very
early  age.    For  quite   some  time,  early  testing  has
been  eyed  as  a  valuable  tool  in  genetics  work,  i£  it
could  only  be  perfected.   The  Finns  are  still  trying.
What  happens  is  this:   trees  are  pollinated  and  the
mature  seed  is  germinated.    Some  of  these  progeny
grow  faster  than  others.    Records   are  kept  accord-
ing  to  when  these  plants   grow   (that  is,  flushing,
shoot  elongation,  total  heights,  etc.).   What  results,
someday, is  an idea of whether or not we can  tell if
young   trees   (first   and   second   year)   exhibit   any
growth   characteristics   that   are  important   to   their
development  many  years  later.   The  main  question
in  doubt is whether trees  as young  as  these  actually
respond  differently  or  whether  these  early   growth
responses  are  <tgrown  out''  of  at  a  later  age.
Twelve  centimeters  over  night?
Without   a   doubt,   the   greatest   moment   of  my
summer  came  when  I  had  the  opportunity  to  travel
to    northern    Finland-the    area    of    Scandinavia
known  as  Lapland.  My  immediate  boss,  Jouni  Mi-
kola,  was  a  graduate  student  in  Forest  Genetics  at
the  university  of  Helsinki.  He  has  been  traveling  to
the  Lapland  since  a  young  boy  and  now  goes  there
at  least  twice  each  summer.
we  left in  mid-July  and  spent  a  total of  10  days
traveling  through  Finland.   Jouri  provided  me  with
the  most  complete  part  of my  education in  Finland,
as  we  stopped  at  interesting  historical  monuments,
scenic  sites,  eta.
our   first   stop   in   Lapland   was   an   overnight
camping  trip  to  search  for  the  Golden  Eagle.  Jouni
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is  an  ornithologist  in  his  spare  time,  and  the  eagle
in   Finland   is   quite   rare,   today.    We   hiked   and
climbed  in  the  mountains,  but  our  searching  was
fruitless.
From   here   we   traveled   to   the   Mokola   cabin,
about  150  miles  north  of  the  Artie  Circle.   Now  the
extreme climatic conditions were evident on the local
vegetation.    Trees   10  feet  tall   and   3O   to   35  years
old   were   the   rule.    This   particular   area   was   the
scene  of  a  wild  gold  rush  40  to  50  years  ago.   As  a
result,  there is  still a lot of history found in the  sur-
rounding  hillsides.    We  ran  across  abandoned  cab-
ins,  drililng  rigs,  panning  troughs,  and  some  of  the
purest  iron  pyrite  (FoolJs  Gold)  caves   I  have  ever
Seen.
The Mikola cabin was  terrific.   A  small log cabin
about  5 years old, it is <<peggedJ'  together-no mortar
was  used.    The  inside  was  one  room  for  sleeping,
eating and relaxing.   Besides the fireplace,  a Finnish
home  always  has  a  sauna-even  the  cabins.   And
20 yards in front of the cabin was  an ice COld noun-
lain  stream,  dammed  up  to  provide  a  small  pool  to
rinse off in after the sauna.
After   resting   at   the   cabin,   we   headed   north
where  we  began  our  main  trip.   Through  this  part
of  the Finnish mountains, we hiked  and  camped for
4  days-never  seeing  anything  but  reindeer.   Some
of  the  sights  I  saw  while  on  this  part  of  the  trip
were unforgettable :  a baby albino reindeer  alone  on
a  mountain  top,  a  pair  of  mountain  swans  feeding
on  an  alpine  lake,  and  a fantastic  collection of rein-
deer  homs.
When  we  came  out  of  the  back  country  of  Lap-
land,  I  was  exhausted.   We  covered  some  45  miles
in 3 days of hiking, with loaded packs,  and me, with
8  reindeer  horns  for  souvenirs!  Without  a  doubt,  it
was  a  unique  and  unforgettabl6   adventure,  but,   I




stepping  off  a  plane  at  an  airport,  where  only
the  information  clerk  spoke  English,  was  the  first
of   many   interesting   and   challenging   events   that
were  a  part  of  my  summer  work  in  Finland.    But
the  help  of  many  friendly  people  I  met  while  they
took  me   smoothly   through   my   entire   stay.    From
learning  to live  in  their  country  to  functioning  Suc-
cessfully  in  research,  I  was  adjusted  to  their  ways
because  suonenjoki is  a  small  agrarian  town  where
few   university   people   lived.    It   was   only   at   the
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pathology   research   station   that   English   speaking
scientists  could  be  found.
Getting into  a  daily  routine  was  a  little  tough  at
first.   I found  myself  tried in  the  early  morning  due
to  time  zone  changes  and  wide  awake  at  night.  And
because  Suonenjoki  is  about  65  degrees  North  Lati-
tude,  the  sun  was  only  set  for  a  few  hours  a  night,
and  it  was   never  dark,  not   adding   any  incentive
to   sleep.    Another  immediate  problem  was  that  of
eating.    I   was   forced   to   prepare   my   own   meals
twice  a  day  and  I  found  myself  outside  the  world
of  canned  meals  that  surround  us  in  local  grocery
stores.    But  for  one  meal  each  day,  I  ate  with  my
Finnish   friends,   and  found   sour-dough   bread,   cu-
cumbers,   tomatoes,   many   pickle   varieties,   lunch-
meats,  and  cheeses  to  be  a.  part  of  most  meals.  Add
to  that  a  main  dish  of  fish  or  many  meats,  a  vege-
table,  and  the  daily  standby  of  boiled  potatoes,  and
I  never  left  their  tables  hungry.
The  midnight  sun.
I  lived  with  5  to  8  other  guys  and  girls  in  a  con-
verted   country   schoolhouse   and   our   daily   pattern
was  pretty  regular.    Up  early,  coffee  and  breakfast,
work,   coffee  break,  work,  lunch   and   coffee,  work,
coffee  break,  work,  dinner and  coffee,  and  coffee  be-
fore bed.   I  did learn to put down the  coffee  at  about
eight  cups  a  day.   And  the  equal  number  of  trips  to
the   <<John''   made   for   a   rather   short   work   week.
Another  daily  event  was  swimming.   Because  of  the
warm  summer in Finland, water they considered hot
to  swim  in  was  bearable.   But  it  did  feel  real fine  to
step  out  of  the  sauna  and  swim  in  a  cold  lake.  The
use  of  the  sauna  in  Finland  is  very  popular,  and
after two months of using it 3 times  a week,  I found
it to be part of my stay I looked  forward  to  consider-
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ably.    Dry  heat  up   to   100   degrees   centigrade,   fol-
lowed   by   a   cold   swim,   cold   beer,   and   maybe   a
shared  chicken  or  cooked  sausage.    It  truly  is   the
way to wind  down  an evening.
But  work was  as rewarding an experience  as liv-
ing  with  them.   My  work  was  to  develop  the  design
for four  experiments  and  at  the  end  of my  stay,  be-
gin  them.    As  Spring  roles  around  they  will  begin
yielding   data.   that   should   be   helpful   to   Dr.   von
Weissenberg as he  studies nursery diseases.  I worked
with  sterilizing  roots  and  maintaining  seedlings  in
a   sterile   nutrient   solution   to   be   innoculated   with
conidia   from   a   pathogen,   Fo773CS   Cl727tOSt,S.     Other
work required  wounding  seedlings  and  applying  dif-
ferent treatments of fungus mycelium  to  the wound.
But  all  the  work  taught  me  precise  research   tech-
niques,   and   a  better  understanding  of  the   metric
system.   I  can  only  hope  that  the  work  I  did  proves
to  be  as  valuable  for  Dr.  von  Weissenberg  as  it  has
been  for me.
Although   the  pay  was  low,   the  fringe  benefits
were  fantastic.    I  was  able  to  get  out  on  my  own
and  make  new  friends,   travel  throughout  Finland
between  Helsinki  and  the  Arctic  Circle,  and  spent  a
weekend  touring  Leningrad,  USSR,
Summer Job
By FRAN ECH
t<Wanna  drive  today?'9   I would  ask,  grabbing  the
keys   for   1908   off   the   board   at   the   work   center.
<<Nope,  think I'll look a.i the map  and  see where we're
going  this  morning,''  replied  my  yawning  partner.
And  so  it  was-the  start  of  another  day  of  tim-
ber  inventory  work  on  the  Spearfish  District  of  the
Black   Hills   National   Forest.    While   I   guided   the
Power   Wagon   up   Spearfish   Canyon,   my   partner
would  study  the  cruise  map  to  determine  where  our
daily  plots  were  located.   The  early-morning  reports
crackled  the  radio,''          .   Cement  Ridge,   10-8   .
Boxelder Job  Corps  Center from  Deadwood   .       .,    as
we  were  busy  filling  each  other in  on  the  events  of
the  night before.
At  the  end  of  our  ninety-minute  ride,  we  would
point  our Red  Wings in  the  direction  of the  first  plot
of  the  day.    While  I  was  busy  grazing  through  my
relascope and taking measurements  on the  trees  that
were   in   the  plot,  my  partner   would   be   recording
codes  describing  the  ground  vegetation,  forest  type,
stand   condition,   operability,   habitat   type,   and   cul-
tural needs of the site.
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After  completing  our  daily  quota  of  plots   and
seemingly  climbing  every  uphill  grade  imaginable,
we would  crawl into  the  truck for the  ride  home.   It
was  a  real  struggle  to  keep  from  dozing  off  while
driving  down  the  Canyon,  especially  when  the  mo-
notonous drone of the tires was interrupted by an oc-
casional snore from my dormant partner.   Once back
in  Spearfish,  I would  stretch  out  on  the  sofa  with  a
can of Oly  and imagine  doing it  all  again  tomorrow.
-Fran Eck
In the Land
of Sky Blue Waters
By MARK PROESCHALDT
As  I  sat  in  the  tent  listening  to  the  rain  patter
on  the  tent  roof  and  watching  the  lake  form  in  the
corner  of  the   tent,  I  wondered  if  this  was  really
canoe  camping  at  its  finest  in  the  Boundary  Waters
Canoe  Area  in  northern  Minnesota.    But  I  decided
putting  up  with  cold  and  wet  conditions  and  wet
sleeping bags were just some of the discomforts  that
had  to be  faced.
Then  there  were  other  times.   Times  of  beauti-
ful   sunrises,   warm   and   sunny   days,   magnificient
scenery,   inquisitive   wildlife,   crazy   loons,   colorful
sunsets,   and  fascinating  campfires.    What   a  great
life!
This  past  summer  I  was  one  of  the  counselors
which lead(?) high  school kids  on  10-day canoe  trips
over  various   routes  in  the  Boundary  Waters.    We
drove  a bus  back  and forth  from  Ames  to Fly,  Min-
nesota,  for  each  trip.   On  the  trail  we  usually  tra,v-
eled   a   considerable  distance   each   day  with   many
long  portages  and  lots  of  paddling  and  would  have
an  occasional  lay-over  day  when  we  didn't   travel.
By  evening  everyone  was  tired  and  had  developed
huge  appetites.
We  had  many  good  times.    People  got  to  know
one  another  better  and  friendships  formed.   There
were  times  to  fish,  swim,  talk,  and  of  course  to  eat.
There   were  many   opportunities   just  to   be   alone.
Taking  a  canoe  out  and  drifting  with  the  breeze  is
great  therapy  for  anything.
Of  course,  we  had  periods  of  the  summer  mon-
soons,  nasty  mosquitoes,  discovering  neat  swamps,
and  long  rough  portages.   It was  great,  though,  and




I helped dad on the  farm last summer!
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